Advertising is in our genes
From the way our fitness is laid out to see 
With asthetical baggage like peacocks wings 
We maintain our beauty for mates to feast 
An atlas of pretty gets heavier and unfair 
Its a fight to retain 
Your postion and your mate pair 
Concious or not 
It was allready here 
For without this divide 
Generations will go stale 
Is beauty more than symetry 
Or is it taylored toward your subjectivity 
A bit of both always seemed right 
A feeling of relief when beauty is in sight 